WAITING FOR DEATH               2$3
" Well, Fm Marie Draytoa"
"Marie, my dear!" Rayner clasped both Marie's
hands in bis.
" Won't you come in and sit down ? "
%"With pleasure, but turn on the light   I can't
distinguish your features/*
Once they were seated, a great shyness stole over Tom.
He suddenly recalled the gloves he had caressed on the
night, so many years ago, that Marie had refused him.
He had them still, those gloves. Yellow and stiff with
age they had become, and he had often thought of
throwing them away, for he was ashamed of sentimen-
tality. Yet, somehow, they were still safe in his cash
bos.
Marie was hungry for admiration. It had become a
staple article of her mental diet, and since the supply had
ceased she felt as exhausted as a drunkard debarred from
alcohol. She soon found that the embers of Rayner*s
admiration were still warm, and she applied the bellows.
Christmastide, loneliness, unfamiliarity with a London
that had turned topsy-turvy since their kst sojourns in
the capital in pre-War days, linked Marie and Tom
together. Marie gladly accepted Rayner's invitation to
dine with him every night during the festive season.
Before long Marie found herself under the necessity of
telling Rayner something about her occupations since
their parting. She made no concealment of her travels,
explaining that, owing to the War, she had been tinable
to obtain sufficient concert work to keep her in funds, and
had toiled as a vocalist in touring companies, chiefly la
North and South America. She explained that het
retirement was due to her loss of voice, which she had
overstrained by hard work.
One day, early in the New Year, Tom looked very
glum, and for a long time sat silent. Marie had learnt
that all attempts at conversation with Rayner were useless
when* as now, he had something on his mind. At